MODERN TRAVEL

its dependencies, stretching in a circuit of thirty miles
round the shore, presented a gorgeous panorama in the
golden glitter of a southern afternoon, as we passed
between Ischia and the mainland, flew over Posilipo,
and came spirally down upon the harbour. New
officials met us. The customs obliterated themselves.
On the bus, we talked of Mussolini as Mr. Smith, and
of the pleasures of Capri in yet more cryptic terms.

After a bath at the Hotel Excelsior, I drove out
beyond Posilipo, and off the main road down a one-
way track enclosed between the high mud walls of
vineyards. This led to a gate, within which rows of
painfully watered carnations bespoke the Englishman's
determination to carry his home with him. P. was in
the drive, clad only in vest and trousers, and abounding
in classical lore. Here was the rock, like so many rocks
in this neighbourhood, where Vergil wrote the Aeneid;
there the palace of Lucullus, its painted rooms still
intact; beyond, the tunnel which Sejanus, minister to
Tiberius, cut through the rock to the same main road,
rather than use the drive which my taxi had reluctantly
negotiated. The R.'s must endure it, as the tunnel is
a national monument, and must therefore be permitted
to fall into decay.

Having undressed, we descended the cliff on which
the villa stands by a series of other tunnels and quarried
steps, to bathe. It was like a home-coming to float
once more on the buoyant waters of the Mediterranean,
and swim with an ease that two years' absence from the
sea had made me forget. We plucked a fat sea-urchin
from a rock, which the gardener later identified as a
female. At dinner, the food was from the sea, the wine
from the garden. Mussolini was here referred to as
Mr. Jones. P.'s brother, then in the Air Force, said
that before coming out to Italy he had received rigid
instructions not to speak to, or be spoken to, by any
member of the corresponding Italian service, for fear
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